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CREATION. 



(from *' thoughts meditative and contemplative.") 



ALMIGHTY GOD !— Eternal, just, and true,— 
Grant me a portion of thy spirit's power! 
Humbly before thy Throne I stand and sue — 
On me an earnest student's faith down shower ; 
That, ere my transient life pass as a flower 
Of frailest texture, blooming for a day, 
I may not, shrinking, in this vain life cower, 
But, scanning Nature's mysteries, catch a ray 
Of thine immortal glories, veil'd from human clay. 

Father of Spirits! — holy faith I crave, 
In all sincerity to worship thee, 
That I may look in life beyond the grave, 
From grovelling pride and vanity set free. 
And thy great boundless goodness feel and see. 
My swelling heart would lift itself to know 
The true in Nature ; — not false Theory, 
Built up of vain imaginings, and so 
Causing the Blind to lead the Blind from truth to woe. 



** In the beginning *' He made Heaven and Earth ; 
Creation, governed by the hand of God, 
He will'd, and Systems, smiling, rose to birth, 
Matter was stamped and moulded at his nod. 
He stretched forth his all-creating rod. 
And massive Orbs form in their changing spheres ; 
The circling planets adamantine shod. 
Thronged with life-producing life, appear : 

Suns, Worlds, and Comets : having their appointed years. 

How dare we say ** Nature has hoary grown,** 
When we know nothing of her age or birth ? 
Or speak of her with confidence of tone. 
As first producing Life from sterile dearth. 
In rul'd progression, 'plenishing this Earth, 
Making a Maggot father of the Man ? 
Such speculations prove of nothing worth ; 
They satisfy the one-ey'd Charlatan, 
But fit not with the scheme of God*s eternal plan. 

Proud reason strives, but ever strives in vain. 
To fathom those deep secrets so profound. 
Mere theorists would make so clear and plain ! 
Though to the Angels mysteries abound. 
Pure spirits ! — traversing those depths around 
The massive Globes of fire, whose mighty Spheres 
Are points of light to human eyes, the round 
Bright dust of telescopic light appears 
Complete ; as Orb on Orb its pond'mus bulk uprears. 
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In the past scenes of nature, who shall tell, 
What combinations grac*d this verdant Earth ? 
Since back old Chaos crept within his cell, 
How many forms harmonious have had birth ? 
The chequered land has known no sterile dearth. 
The Ocean swarm'd with Life most strange and rare, 
Huge denizens of Earth to prey roam'd forth, 
And mighty Monsters in the deep there were. 
With myriad lesser forms of life — their Maker's care. 

Nature, in unity, is ever one : 
An Atom, World, System, or Galaxy, 
Are parts of a great perfect whole, which on, 
From countless ages must wax, wane, and change ; 
One universal round of destiny. 
Which law holds all this vast progressing mass 
In change ; for naught is permanent we see. 
Or feel, or know; but change^ and change, alas! 
Brings Worlds to certain death, as Time's great shadows 
pass. 

This Planet lives in beauty, strong and fair. 
Though nought is permanent, we touch or see: 

" The everlasting Hills," and Rocks, are heir, 
To onward change. Nature's great destiny 
Sweeps its broad wing o'er all. There's nothing free 
From death. A sparrow falls, — but not by chance. 
The God who made its little life to be. 
Looks at all nature with a single glance: 

The least escapeth not his care and sustenance. 



What is that power mysterious, called Life ! 
Go ask the Chemist ! Can he tell you ? No ! 
Its absence loosens Nature into strife 
With forms harmonious. They fade : and sq 
The majesty of pride is brought full low. 
The records of all Nature speak of Death, 
Sweeping his icy hand o*er all below. 
The great Creator wilFd it ! and he saith 
It is the gate of life to all of human breath. 

Have you not seen that tender plant which blows 
And perishes of age within a day ? 
Or the ephemera, which waking, throws 
Its feeble life off in an hour i They say 
This World's duration is but as a ray, — 
A point of time, — a second of that hour 
Which sure and certain marks the onward way 
Of all things : nothing to escape hath power : 
Cycles of ages pass, as doth an April shower. 



THE OCEAN. 



(FROM "thoughts MEDITATIVE AND CONTEMPLATIVE.") 



DREAD, mighty Ocean, early born of time, 
Nothing is fixed and permanent v\^ith thee : 
To waste and mould has been thy play sublime. 
Fretting thy shores, thou dashest wild and free, 
And this while time may last thy task shall be. 
Grave of dead Worlds ! thou also givest birth. 
When the Almighty sends forth His decree. 
To other lands and shores. Thou knowest no dearth 
Of change. Cradle of life ! thou nourishest the Earth. 

Old Ocean ! who shall read aright thy page 
In aught but as relates to thee ? Thy seal 
Is stamped o'er all the Earth ; but in thy age 
The wreck of Worlds is all thou wilt reveal. 
This peopled Earth thou put'st through thy ordeal. 
And razest out the fairest lines of life 
In jealousy, as onward thou dost steal 
Over the verdant lawn, in beauty rife. 
Subjecting all of nature to thy restless strife. 
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Hark ! Heard you not those sudden shrieks of woe, 
Dinned with the horrid roar of Ocean's strife ? 
The salt-waves, madly tumbling, onward go 
Over the plain, thick sown wfth human life : 
The young, the old, friend, lover, children, wife, 
Are wrapt, old Ocean, in thy cold embrace. 
The red Sun left a Plain with beauty rife. 
The grey-eyed morn looked solemn o'er that place, 
And saw alone grim wat*ry-ruin*s surging trace.* 

Vast Ocean ! thou art often in my mind. 
Although thy ceaseless roar is leagues away. 
In every Hill and Vale thy power I find : 
Thou mouldedst them beneath thy ruling sway. 
From the vast Steppe to the summit's gray 
Of mountain ranges heav'd above the plain, — 
Those mighty giants, nam'd the Himalaya, 
The glacier'd Alps, and lofty Andes' chain, 
Each in their turn came forth, emerging from thy reign. 

Restless Ocean ! from some huge mountain's brow 
I see those curving valleys wind and sweep ; 
With rural harmony full gamish'd now. 
The rounded hills in massive beauty sleep. 
Or gloomy stands the fire-born rugged steep, 
Erect and rude, though its plutonic form 
Bears homage to thy moulding, wasting creep. 
Which onward sweeps and whirls in calm and storm. 
Age after age, in wildest rage most uniform. 

* Sea broke in at Dort, April 17th, 1446, and one hundred thousand 
people were drowned in one night, 



Mysterious Ocean ! who shall fathom thee, 
Or know the secrets of thy depths profound ? 
What is thy task in the economy 
Of Nature's onward, ever changing round ? — 
Thy labyrinths deep as the plummet's sound ? 
Are they in contact with that central heat ? 
Forming and fusing up the wasted ground, 
Consolidating strata students treat 
Of in their books ? or is Geology a cheat ? 

Briny Ocean ! what treasures dost thou lay 
For Nature's full harmonious use in store : 
Thy subtle element conveys away 
Those earthy compounds, mixing evermore 
Within thy superficial surge ; from shore, 
And rock, of every quality and kind, 
Piling them up in wise array, of ore, 
Of coal, or clay, for future use consign'd. 
Such as those beds of salt, and other rocks we find. 

Dash on thy never-tiring, briny waves, 
Thou restless Ocean ! grasping every shore. 
What though thy heaving tide, submerging laves, 
And frets, and wastes the land for evermore ; 
The day shall come when thy most secret store 
Shall rise into a wide extended plain, 
And that which now thou hid'st, become once more, 
A mighty ridge of Adamantine grain, 
'Gainst which shall rage, for age on age, thy crested mane. 
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What were this Earth, fair Ocean, without thee ? 
A gloomy desert, void of life, and waste ! 
Each varied wind bears forth thy sweet breath, free, 
To form those fountains, springs, and streams so 

chaste, 
Which, traversing their course with gladdened haste. 
Through many a chasm wild, and valley fair, 
Are richer to man*s use and thirst, than taste 
Of rarest cordial, made with costly care. 
Fountain of Life thou art to all of Earth and Air ! 



GEOLOGICAL SPECULATION. 



CAMBRIA ! through thy vales of beauty straying, 
Where bursts forth many a bright rill and 
stream, 
From deep dark Llyns, in bleach'd old craters lying. 
Where from their eyry the young eaglets scream ; 
How long is it since the Volcano's steam 
Ascended from the active central fire ? 
Or the red lava flow'd with horrid gleam 
Midst showers of pumice, mounting higher and higher? 
Will these renew their reign ? or, did that power expire ? 



II 



Visions of glory all around me shine, 
And lessons, page-on-page, a solemn pile, 
The stony leaves of Earth bear, line-on-line. 
Bright Stars in countless myriads shine 
Through space profound — past human gaze, and while 
The telescope reveals Systems and Suns, 
Scattered as golden dust, a vast textile. 
Threaded with Orbs of light, their course to run, 
Where man's most lofty imagings are all outdone. 



THOUGHTS AFTER ATTENDING 
VESPERS IN YORK CATHEDRAL, 

1848. 



LO ! where that Gothic pile its bulk uprears, 
And casts its serried shadows all around, 
To careless eyes a mass of stone appears, 
And merely noise peals in the organ's sound ! 
But to the Student this is holy ground, 
Fiird with a shadowy moving mighty throng, 
And*sounds of bygone chantings float around, 
And shapes and forms ethereal crowd among 
Chants of dead ages blent with Even-Song. 
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Ye glorious fabrics of the mighty dead ! 
I love to pass your lofty aisles along 
When dusky night begins around to spread 
A mantle o'er the present living throng 
Of careless Worshippers, and pass among 
The time-worn monuments of Priest and Sage, 
Catching the echo of the Even-Song 
Amidst the din of this tumultuous age, 
Whilst rolls the railway car, and screaming whistles rage. 



THOUGHTS ON ART. 



STUDENTS of Art, be to your purpose true, 
Sell not your hire alone for dross of earth. 
Let not the vanities of time subdue 
The brighter glories of your higher birth. 
Mere wealth and titles are but little worth, 
They gild the Knave, but do not make the Man. 
Let ignorance display its barren dearth. 
And fools applaud the charlatan : 
Such know not Art as known to you, nor ever can. 
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AVARICE. 



(from "thoughts meditative and contemplative.") 



** A love of power is a root of evil." 

** Lay not up for yourselves treasures on earth." 



THE Sun shines down on palace and on stall ; 
The Sun shines down on park and cover wide ; 
The Sun shines down on hovel and on hall ; 
The Sun shines down on London's streaming tide 
Of pompous heartless carriage-driving pride, 
Rolling in careless thoughtless ease along ; 
The Sun shines down on many scenes beside, 
In this huge Babel's strangely mixed throng, 
Where pamper'd wealth o'er blighted lives moves on. 

Wealth gives not knowledge, else the Rich were wise ; 
Exalted Power gives not the love of truth ; 
The grovelling Misers waste their sensual eyes. 
And lustful Men in lust burn out their youth ; 
Their life throughout is but one great untruth, 
A contradiction to the soul of man. 
Angels look down in their deep pitying ruth. 
To see immortal beings waste their span 
Of brief existence, so unlike the Christian. 
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There is a world unseen by careless eyes, 
Above, around, in every nook and glen ; 
A world of Soul, gorgeous as iris dyes. 
Revealed to earnest, holy, studious men. 
Nature's great duplicate is seen : but when 
The fatal blinding sensual vail is torn 
Prophetic lore teems but from out the pen 
Guided by him, meek-minded, spirit-born : 
Who for the time of gross desires is truly shorn. 

Vain Man ! whilst in thy boastful pride of power 
Thou turnest from the broken heart away ; 
Or, vengeful plottest in thy secret hour, 
How most thou shalt extend thy cruel sway ; 
Thy constant study, still, how best thou may 
Destroy thy fellow men from out ' thy sight ; — 
Hear this, — Tyrants live through a stormy day. 
Then perish, — blasted in their cruel might ; 
Though blighting evil strive for wrong, — right shall be 
right 

Prosperity, thou art a deadly curse, 
Untempered by the kindly chastening rod ; 
Bad will begin, — and thou dost make it worse ; 
Can turn to fiend the image of the God 
Of Love. Shine thou but on a full Synod, 
And angry, envious, bigot flames of hate. 
Break forth. — The worm must ape the Demigod, 
And clothe itself in crimson robes of state. 
Until thy phantom glare shows penitence too late. 
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Man, — ^the oppressor of his fellow man, 
Whose passion — envy, is the curse of earth ; 
Man ! selfish, grasping, avaricious Man. 
Turns fruitful plenty into sterile dearth, 
Making God's providence of nothing worth ; 
Letting gaunt famine stalk through all the land ; 
Giving to fell disease and crime a birth ; 
Spreading deep wretchedness on every hand ; 
Blasting this glorious Earth with very demon's brand. 

The strong accumulate, and still cry ** Give " ; 
With spreading wide domains and boundless store, 
Their wretched outcast poor may die or live ; 
The only earnest constant cry is " More, 
O give us — give us — do but give us more." 
Disease and crime may thrive, and blood may flow. 
But still the grasping cry is as before ; 
No pity does the callous Croesus know. 
His God is self, — and therefore cannot pity show. 

When will men learn to live a life of love ? 
When will they strive to banish care and pain } 
When will their symbol be the peaceful Dove .? 
And when will Charity destroy the chain ? 
Which Tyrants link for hate, or fear, or gain, 
To crush and bind the slaving sons of toil i 
The holy preacher cries " Peace, peace," in vain. 
Amidst the rushing, blinding, wild turmoil. 
Where Christian armies wade through blood and gore 
for spoil. 
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O Earth ! thou hast so many thousand snares 
To tempt the soul of man from right to stray ! 
Amongst his wheat are sown so many tares, 
Which crop the soil with flaunting colours gay, 
Strong, eager, unreflecting youth gives way, 
And blindly rushes to the tempter's lair ; 
Fame, wealth, power, lust, take up alternate sway, 
And rule the polish'd rake so debonair ; 
But pride and haughty arrogance lead to despair. 

Awake ! awake ! ye slumbering sons of men ; 
Smile not amidst your fancied heaped-up gold ; 
Riches have wings, — and they may use them when 
You think your hard-worn worldly fortune told ; 
Has it not been so in the days of old ? 
Does aught of earth or earthly things endure ? 
Awake ! arise ! go not to death blindfold ; 
Think not to float on glittering icebergs sure ; 
Are those who live near active lava-streams secure ? 
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SONG. 



ON HEARING A YOUNG LADY SING. 



^ I ^HE poet trims his verses neat 

^ To flow through harmonies divine ; 
But, dearest Girl, thy voice so sweet, 

Their finest gold it doth refine. 
Then, fairest Maid, I fain would hear 

Once more those wondrous tones of thine ; 
Those songs to memory made so dear, 

I did within my heart enshrine. 

I care not for the poet's speJJ, 

Ask not alone for notes divine ; 
My heart their power knows full well, 

But 'tis thy Voice doth all outshine. 
Then, fairest Maid, I fain would hear 

Once more those wondrous tones of thine ; 
Those songs thou mad'st to memory dear, 

Which in my heart I did enshrine. 
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SONG. 



Beautiful is Summer-time. 



/^\ H ! beautiful is Summer-time, 
^-^ When flowers are in their prime, 
When birds in love make melody 
From mom till eventime. 

Oh ! beautiful is Summer-time, 
When mountain, lake, and lea 

Are flooded o'er with bright sunshine, 
And sleeps the tranquil sea. 

More beautiful to me by far, 

Art thou, my lovely Maid ! 
Than morning or than evening star, 

Than sunshine or than shade. 

I love the glorious Summer-time, 

The mountain, lake, and sea, 
The songs of birds; and bells* sweet chime 

But more do I love thee. 
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THE POETS DREAMS. 



^ I "'HE Poet lives in Dreamland far away, 

His darkest night has visions bright as day ; 
The world of Spirit is to him more clear 
Than blazing sunshine to the sensual seer. 
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LOVE IS FICKLE. 



LOVE is fickle, sages say — 
Beauty cannot hold him ; 
Love will steal hinmself away, 
Ladies, if you scold him. 

Love he will not live with strife, 
Even turns from beauty : 

If the Lady plagues his life 
With her household duty. 

Love, you have him in your power, 

Ladies, if you try it ; 
Use him as you won him first : 

Love ! he can't deny it. 

Do not fret, and scold, and pout. 

Aggravating trouble ; 
Beauty kicking up a rout 

Makes misfortune double. 
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SONG. 



^ I ^HE Poet wields a mighty power, 

And harmony hath strains divine ; 
The tide of song a stream can pour 

Will free the Slave — the Serf refine. 
Then, Poet, sing of Freedom's birth, 

And harmony shall strike her lyre ; 
Death-daring crowds through all the earth 

Will chant the Poet's words of fire. 

Let tyrants guard with triple brass 

Those laws oppressors make in vain ; 
As flame to stubble — scythe to grass, 

They fade at Freedom's holy strain. 
Then, Poet, sing her heavenly birth, 

And harmony shall strike her lyre ; 
Rejoicing crowds through all the earth 

The glorious advent now desire. 
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Truth, mighty Truth ! thou shalt prevail, 

And crushing Tyranny shall fall ; 
The song of Freedom shall assail, 

And spread o'er wrong the funeral pall. 
Then, Poet, sing thy loftiest strain, 

And harmony will strike her lyre ; 
Rejoicing crowds shout forth amain, 

And fan the flame of Freedom's fire. 

Hail, Freedom ! maid of modest mien. 

Mild offspring of the martyrs' blood, 
In truth and justice thou shalt reign — 

In fellowship and brotherhood. 
Then, Poet, sing of peace and love. 

And harmony shall sound her lyre ; 
Their emblem be the meek-eyed dove — 

Fraternity be man's desire. 




WHAT IS LOVE ? 



TRUE love is Truth, and truth is Love ; 
Love cannot love in seeming ; 
Love must have faith : that love is love, 
Id eyes of love full beaming. 

True love must love, — be met by love. 

Or love will fade in sorrow ; 
Love cannot love where is not love. 

Love will not semblance borrow. 

Would my love know that I have love. 

Then let her love be loving ; 
The soul that looks for soul in love. 

Will in love find the loving. 

Suspicion never can love — Love : 

llie jealous are not loving. 
True love leaves naught for love to prove. 

True love is ever loving. 

Ah ! Love must love in happiness, 

Love cannot love in anger ; 
Love must be blessed in blessedness, 

To strife iove is a stranger. 

True love will love where love is love. 

Love tnust be love for ever ; 
Love does not doubt that love is love : 

To doubt is Love to sever. 

True love is purity in love. 

True love will love through sorrow ; 
Love only knows that love is love : 

Love now — is love to-morrow. 

Eternity alone proves love, 

Love cannot false looks borrow ; 

True love is love and naught but love, 
And false love naught but sorrow. 
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TIME. 



TIME puts down the lofty, 
Time makes strong the weak ; 
Time outwits the crafty, 
Time exalts the meek. 

Time rolls along ; impartial 
Time dimns the tinsel's glare ; 

Time present seems but partial ; 
Time will all truth declare. 

Time onward ever ranges — 

Men dream that Time will stay : 

Time's web is whole ; though changes 
Time weaves in every day. 

Time is ever ringing 

A never-ceasing change ; 
Time is ever bringing 

All things within its range. 

Time is old, and Time is young, 

New life resteth in decay ; 
Empires have an infant spring, 

And empires have their day. 

Oppression, pride, and slander 
Scheme with all their might ; 

Men cringe, men fawn, men pander : 
Time sinks them in dark night 
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BURNS. 



GREAT Robert Burns ! I give my thanks tp 
thee 
For many hours of meditative pleasure ; 
Up from my boyhood thou hast been to me 
Councillor — and in no stinted measure ; 
Friend! — Thy warning thoughts have been my 

treasure 
Through hours of toil — when weary and worn, 
And — in my spirit's holiday — at leisure, I have 
Revel'd with wild Tam, on past the thorn, 
As when he sped his wild career at early morn. 

I have lov'd thy lofty " manners-painting strain." 
I have lov'd thy measure — solemn — grave — or gay. 
I have lov'd to sit and meditate again 
On summer's eve — or at the break of day, 
Down by the " birken banks of Doon " — away 
With Nature in her solitude to dwell, 
And give imagination's rein full sway 
O'er themes of love and beauty — sung so well : 
Themes — in which Scotia's great bard does so excel. 

O spirits of the glorious mighty Dead ! 

My earnest soul would ever ever be 

In sweet communion with that fountain-head 

From whence you drew those burning thoughts so 

free. 
Soaring above this Earth — with holy glee, 
You saw bright visions — hid from worldly men ; 
Though, with strong light, you did not always see 
The many sloughs and miry pitfalls, when 
You sojourned here — fetter'd within this earthy den. 



% 



TEXTS FROM BURNS, 

FOR 

YOUNG MEN. 



The extracts ture given were treasured by me and 
conned in memory over and over again. If young men 
do not see in them a warnings it will be to their loss. 
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MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN. 

A DIROB. 



OMAN ! while in thy early years, 
How prodigal of time ! 
Misspending all thy precious hours, 

Thy glorious youthful prime ! 
Alternate follies take the sway ; 

Licentious passions burn ; 
Which tenfold force gives nature's law, 
That man was made to mourn. 



ADDRESS TO THE UNCO QUID. 

THE LAST YBRSB. 



WHO made the heart, 'tis He alone 
Decidedly can try us ; 
He knows each chord — its various tone, 

Each spring — its various bias : 
Then at the balance let's be mute, 

We never can adjust it ; 
What's done we partly may compute, 
But know not what's resisted. 



30 
EPISTLE TO A YOUNG FRIEND. 



TO catch dame Fortune's golden smile, 
Assiduous wait upon her ; 
And gather gear by every wile 

That's justified by honour ; 
Not for to hide it in a hedge, 
Not for a train-attendant ; 
But for the glorious privilege 
Of being indepefuUnL 



ANTICIPATING CRITICISM. 

BPISTLB TO J. LAPRAIK. 



YOUR critic folk may cock their nose, 
And say, " How can you e'er propose, 
You, wha ken hardly verse frae prose^ 

To make a sang ? " 
But, by your leaves, my learned foes, 

Ye're maybe wrang. 
****** 
****** 

Gie me ae spark o' Nature's fire ! 

That's a' the learning I desire ; 

Then, though I drudge through dub and mire 

At pleugh or cart, 
My Muse, though hamely in attire. 

May touch the heart. 
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